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Tristitia (sorrow) 


It is difficult to breathe with a blocked nose, but Axl buries his face in the other boy's shoulder and tries not 
to make any noise. Warm tears leak down his cheeks, dripping off his chin and onto Slash's black tee shirt. He's 
got snot all over the moth-eaten fabric, but can't bring himself to reach for the box of tissues on the side 
table. The two are crowded into a little sofa with creaking springs. 


‘lm sorry," says Slash, voice thick. He reeks of beer and of three days worth of filth. Awkwardly, he massages 


little circles onto Axl's back. "I'm sorry.” 


Axl remembers. A grimy, unmade bed, wide hands with a grip like a vice. A phantom ache, squeezing his neck, 


his hips, and down, down there. Dont complain, dont complain, dont complain 


He was well into adolescence before he realised there was any such thing as a good father. 

Avaritia (greed) 

All of him. He wants all of him. This slip of a boy with a shy smile half-hidden behind wild curls, guitar slung 
across his torso like it was made to rest there. Axl gazes at him on stage in the glare of the lights, 
sometimes from the corners of his eyes, sometimes brazenly for all to see. The world crashes and turns and 
topples around them in a whirl of music. When Slash leans forward to share the mic, Axl reaches out and 
twirls a strand of black hair around his brittle finger. 

Gula (gluttony) 

Both of them are starved of love. They chatter about nothing over greasy paper boxes of rice noodles, pick at 
hot loaves of ciabatta, fresh from the oven and spread with pools of salted butter. On a bustling street that 
bakes under the midday sun, Axl jokes over churros crusted with sugar and sticks one into Slash's mouth, 


cracking up when he pretends to smoke it like a cigar. 


It takes a little pluck and several glasses of cool white wine, floral with a hint of peaches, for them to stumble 


onto a frayed, creaking sofa, lips locked and slick fingers entwined. 
Acedia (sloth) 
"Get up, idiot," says Slash, yanking his hair none too gently. "We gotta rehearse." 


Axl swats his hand away and covers his ears with a plump, goose-feather pillow. He still has one leg in a 


dream filled with swirls of purple and fields of grass. He mumbles, "Two more minutes.” 

"You said that five minutes ago." 

"Go fuck yourself" 

"No, that's what you're here for." 

Axl sits up and flings the pillow at Slash's face. Then he lies back down and pulls the duvet over his head. 
Fornicatio (lust) 

Ragged breath, loud in this bare little room. Hot skin, further bronzed by the blistering sun and sticky with 
sweat beneath his insistent hands. Axl slides against him, pushing him against a thin wall with peeling, yellowed 


paint. Slash's slender neck tastes of salt and musk, convulsing beneath his parted lips. His tongue catches the 


cold metal necklace and he squeezes those bony shoulders. 


"Axl." Young, so young, and unsure. Half-lidded, endlessly dark eyes brimming with want and confusion. Axl 
kisses him, slipping his tongue over chapped lips and earning a soft moan. His hand snakes between them and 


fumbles with the button of the other's jeans. 


There is a sharp rap on the door and Duff's voice buzzes through the worm-eaten wood. "Axil We're on in 


five. Hurry the hell up.” 

"Give me a minute," Axl says, nose scrunching in irritation, and bends down to bite his guitarist's collarbone. 
lra (wrath) 

Shards of blue glass, remnants of a bedside lamp, lie on the rich, Persian carpet. Axl grabs a bottle of beer 
from his desk and hurls it with all his might against the wall. Bang. Smash He curls his fists and glances around 
the hotel room, unsure of what to destroy next. 

How dare Slash leave. How dare he. 


Superbia (hubris) 


Axl knows he is a better singer than that jackass Myles will ever be. He can't understand why that idiot ever 
hired him. 


Bristling, he opens his laptop and puts on “Paradise City", closing his eyes and slipping back into a time when 


their music fit like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle and his home was just a guy called Slash. 


